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Band Meeting 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own the characters and this is 100% fantasy, it's not real. 


"For the final time, you guys better straighten up and start acting like adults." Vicky, their current manager 
scolded. 


She was on another one of her "focus on music, not partying" speeches. The 5 gunners sat solomly and bored 


on the couch, playing with their fingernails or the torn up cloth on the old couch in the hotel lobby. 
"Are you guys even listening to me? Look at me! Do you even care about your careers?" She shouted. 


Axl rolled his eyes and sighed to himself. He glanced to his left and saw Slash. He was staring at Vicky with 


wide eyes, he looked genuinely upset. 


Axl grinned slightly. He always knew how to make his little guitarist laugh.. 


"All you guys do is party, party, party! When will you learn the importance of hardwork?" 


Axl positioned himself so that he was a bit in front of Slash on the small couch. Still staring ahead, Axl ran his 
hands down Slash's hip. 


Suprised, the guitarist jumped back slightly. But then he looked at Axl with bright eyes. Axl smiled and turned 
back to Vicky as if nothing had happened. 


"You guys give me anxiety, you know that? One day, you'll wish that you'd have listened to me!" 
Axl then snuck his hand behind Slash's back and moved his long fingers up and down, tickling the darker man. 
Slash stiffled a giggle and squeezed his eyes shut. However, Axl found his ticklish spot that was right under 
the small of his back. Slash gripped Axl's wrist and fought the urge to break out into laughter. 


"Now we need to focus on your music instead of your dicks, okay? Less bringing girls back to the hotels and 


waking up at noon and more work in the studio!" 


Axl laughed internally. He hadn't brought a girl to the hotel in months.. But he did bring back a guitarist every 
night. 


Slash slid his hand down Axl's wrist so his fingers were intertwined with his. The singer glanced at he guitarist 
to see the bright smile on his face. 


He was good at cheering up his guitarist. 
"What are you grinning at, Hudson?" Vicky yelled, unable to see their hands tightly held together. 
"Oh." Slash looked up. "Just excited to start playing more!" He slipped on a sly grin. 


"See, why can't the rest of you be like him?" 


Good Night's Sleep 


Axl sighed happily. He was lying in bed with his arms around Slash, who was fast asleep of course. The room 
was dark, the only light was radiating from the dull neon signs on the street. 


Axl shifted slighly so he could hold the guitarist more comfortably. The singer put his back against the 
headboard and held Slash's head against his chest. Slash stirred gently and wrapped his arms around Axl's 


torso with a sleepy smile playing on his lips. 


The open window let in a cool breeze. The curtains flowed in the wind, gently and lazily. It was a cold October 


night, but Axl loved to keep the windows open at night. It was so very peaceful. 
Suddenly, a dog started baking, his owner scolding him loudly, 

Well, maybe not peaceful in the city. 

Slash gripped Axl's shirt and furrowed his brow. He sleepily opened his eyes and yawned 
"Fuck, Ax" he mumbled, still waking up. "You and your windows” 


Axl grinned. "Sorry, babe. Force of habit?" Slash sat up and put his back on the wooden headboard, hands still 


on Axl's toned stomach. He rubbed his palms over his partner's abs. 
"IFs cold in here, | think we need to cuddle immediately." Slash's full lips drew back into a playful smile. 


"Yeah, you're probably right. We need to stay warm!" Axl slid his body further down the bed so that his head 
was resting on the stiff hotel pillow. He pulled the sheets back and gestured for Slash to join him. The guitarist 
curled his body around the singers. Legs intertwined with legs, arms wrapped around one another. Axl draped 


the blanket over Slash's shoulders to keep him as warm and comfortable as possible. 


Axl closed his eyes and scooched as close as possible to his partner. They were chest to chest, it was great 
that neither of them wore shirts to bed. Axl rubbed his hand down Slash's muscular arms. He kept going until 
his hand was resting on top of Slash's ass. The guitarist bit his lip. 


"Fuck you, Axl, now | can't sleep," Slash laughed as he extended his leq over Axl so that he was stradling him. 
Axl grinned innocently. "Oh? What are you going to do about it then?" 

Slash growled and fiercely started to kiss Axl. The singer feverishly joined in. Axl started to take control, as 
per usual. He flipped Slash over so that they traded places, Axl on top of Slash. The singer started to bite 


Slash's lip. The guitarist moaned and gripped Axl's ass as it got rougher. Slash's lips began to bleed a bit, so Axl 
started to gently lick the blood from his face. Rough to gently to rough, that was Axl's way. He was a tease. 


Axl's eyes grew hungry and he suddenly plunged his hand into Slash's pants. The guitarist gasped in suprise and 
joy. The singer began to stoke Slash. Slowly, slowly, and then faster and faster. Slash moaned and extended his 
head backwards into the matress, back arched. But Axl gripped the back of his head with his free hand and 


brought Slash's face to his, kissing passionately. Slash let out another loud moan with his mouth still on Axl's. 
He grabbed his singer tighly as he came. 


Axl removed Slash's pants and threw them onto the ground. He then rolled off of Slash and drew him into his 


arms again. 
"You think you can fall asleep now?" 


Slash panted through a smiling mouth and nodded, breathlessly. "Yeah, yeah | think so." 


Hidden 


Light streamed through the still open window onto the couple lying in bed, wrapped around one another. 


Slash slowly opened his eyes and untagled himself from Axl. He stood up next to the bed and stretched out his 


arms, suddenly aware that he wasn't wearing clothes. He looked down at his partner and chuckled. 

Slash found his pants on the floor and threw them into a pile of dirty clothes and slid into a new pair of 
leather pants. He placed his hands on the bed and bent down to give Axl a gentle kiss on his temple. The 
singer's hands cluthched down on air, as if he thought Slash was still there. Axl shook his hair out of his eyes 
and yawned loudly. 


He looked up at Slash with sleepy eyes. The guitarist seemed to have a yellow halo of sunlight on top of his 
unruly hair. "Now that was a good night's sleep," he murmured as he lifted himself out of bed. 


Slash laughed at Axis bedhead, his hair almost looked like Slash's! 

Axl's face grew red and he feverishly tried to pat it down. But Slash grabbed his hands and swung him into his 
arms. "Don't worry, | like your hair anyway it is." The two men were usually gruff, but whenever they were 
alone together, they were unexplainable compassionate and loving. 


Axl gripped Slash's jaw and turned his head around so they could kiss. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. 


"Hey, guys, get the fuck up we have practice in a few hours." It was Duff, he sounded hung over and his 


words slurred together. 
"So much for the ‘no more partying," Slash chuckled softly. 


"We'll be out in a second!" Axl called back, trying to hide his laughter. He planted another quick kiss on Slash's 
lips and drew away from him. "I should probably get dressed." 


"Nah, | like you better when you're naked," Slash winked. 
A huge grin consumed Axl's face and he started to laugh hysterically. "You too, Saul! You too!" 


Slash blushed, he absolutely loved it when Axl called him by his real name. He was the only one who ever did, 


it was endearing. 


When both of the men were clothed and washed up, they headed down to the lobby to get their breakfast. The 


three other band members were already eating, and of course, already drinking. 


"Dude, its Il in the morning,’ Axl growled to Izzy. Axl always tried his best to care for his childhood friend. He 


couldn't stand it when Izzy was drunk or high, it made Axl so upset and angry. Izzy had such potential. He 
shouldn't do anything to jeopardize that. Duff and Steven were sort of a lost cause already. 


"Awh, come on," Steven said in a sing-song tone. "It's five o'clock somewhere!" He broke down into hysteric 


giggles, as he usually did. High or not, everything made the little drummer laugh. 
Slash broke away from Axl's side and ruffled Steven's hair. "That's your motto, isn't it, buddy?" 


Slash notcied that Izzy and Duff were giving each other sideways glances, like they knew some big secret. But 
whenever Axl or Slash looked at them, they would break the glances and go on eating and drinking. 


Axl seemed oblivious, he wasn't really good at reading people. But Slash, on the other hand, could read people 
like books. Happy, sad, nervous, excited, Slash could always tell. Despite his generally quiet nature, he was a 


people-person. 


Izzy and Duff both got up and walked over to the buffet to get seconds. Slash slyly glanced over his shoulder 
at them and noticed that they were wispering. He raised an eyebrow but dismissed it for the moment, 


whatever. 


Izzy 


"You see that? They were standing so close to each other again" Izzy plopped a pancake on his plate and looked 


up at Duff. 

"When | knocked on their door this morrin’, they were both awake and laughing. | dunno, but some'in is up with 
them two." Duff glanced over at the group and saw the pair sitting next to each other on the couch, laughing 
at something that Steven was saying. 

"They've been inseperable for the past few months, | know they're friends, but this is weird." 


"Dunno, maybe they're more than friends," Duff muttered, half jokingly. 


Izzy started to laugh, but then stopped. "That would explain it, actually." He trailed off and looked over his 
shoulder at them. 


"Nah, man. | was kiddin’. You know how Slash gets. Once he gets close with someone, he is afraid of them leavin’ 


so he gets all clingy-like.” 


Izzy looked at Duff and then sighed. "I guess you're right, but | don't know. And," he added, looking at Duff's 
eyes, “that's enough alcohol for you." He took Duff's bottle of vodka and placed it on a table. 


"Ah, come on, man!" 


RRR 


"Axl," Slash mused, "Did you see Duff and Izzy whispering today?" They were alone on the couch, as the others 
headed up to their rooms to get ready for practice. 


‘Uh, no. Why?" 


"Oh, | don't know. But they seemed to be looking at us. It might have been my imagination though!" Slash, 


however, knew that it wasn't. They definetly knew something, or were speculating. 


"Don't worry, Slash. We're good at hiding this." Axl burried his head in Slash's hair and kissed his neck. Slash 


looked around nervously to make sure no one was looking. 


He slowly pulled his head away and moved from his partner when he heard the trio coming down the stairs 


into the lobby. 


lzzy looked at them, immediately sensing something that he couldn't see. Steven however, ran ahead of them 


and tapped his drum sticks on anything nearby, making Duff laugh his ass off. 


"Time to go," Izzy said firmly. Slash and Axl got up, Axl heading to Izzy and Slash hanging back with the two 


loud blondes. 
"You seem happy, Axl," Izzy said kind of flatly, trying to show no emotion or suspicion. 


Axl realized he was smiling and tried to hide it as best as he could. "Well, the band is doing well and shit. l'm 
happy that everything finally took off," he said gruffly. 


"Right, yeah we're doing great" Izzy turned and faced forward, leaving Axl nervous and confused. Did he know? 
Was Slash right? No, no he probably just notcied that he was smiling and wanted to know why. That had to be 
it, right? 


Night Out 


After a sucessful practice, the five friends headed back to the hotel. To not attract suspicion, Axl and Slash 
agreed to hang out away from each other for the afternoon, they wanted to calm any suspicion that might 


have surfaced that day. 


Slash, Duff, and Steven went to a strip club down the street from the hotel. Axl and Izzy went to the bar in 
the hotel. 


Axl and Izzy were shocked by the amount of people there. Usually hotel bars were sad and empty. But this one 
was buzzing and crowded, they could barely see in front of them. It was loud and colors were flashing from 


the ceiling in coordination with the music. 


"Damn," Axl commented as he lead his friend to the stools. The bartender stepped foward and asked them 
what they wanted. She was a tall blonde, blue eyes and huge breasts. Her shirt was low cut and she was 
wearing a short black skirt. Izzy goggled temporarily, mentally noting that Axl seemed to barely notice that 
they were there. 


"Whiskey, please." Axl said. Izzy stuck up two fingers to signal that he wanted one too. 


Axl talked and talked, in the deep voice of his. He discussed the band and their tour and anything that came to 
his mind. Izzy sat quietly, listening and watching his best friend. He watched Axl smile widely when he talked 
about the band, in particular, Slash. But Axl would catch himself and change the subject quickly. 


As the whiskeys kept coming, Izzy's mind got blurrier and blurrier. He nodded to everything Axl said, but he 


didn't hear him. He was watching his expressions. Watching his movements. Watching him. 
Axl started to sway back and forth, almost falling off his chair. 


"Dude, dude. Maybe, maybe | think we should go, um. Back to the room so because | don't want to pass out 


here," Izzy slurred. 


"Ah, yeah, man. Good idea. At least we don't have to drive home," Axl said and immediately started to laugh 


uncontrollably. Izzy joined in. 


The two men leaned on each other and left the bar. Before they knew it, they were all the way up in Axl's 
room, watching MTV. 


RRR 


Slash sat at the club, mildly intoxicated. He had his elbow on the table and rested his cheek on his palm. All he 


could think of was being with Axl, he missed him everytime they were apart. 


He looked over at the two blondes who were leaning forward eagerly, watching the show intently. They looked 


so happy. 


Slash coughed. 


"Hey, guys l'm feeling a bit sick," he lied, trying to make his voice croak. "I think I'll head back." He handed the 
boys ten singles. They muttered "feel better," but barely heard him. They couldn't take their eyes off the 
stage. 


Slash laughed and walked to the back of the club and the doors. He frowned for a second, looking back. He used 
to be like them, staring at these girls like they were the only things in the world. But now, it seemed as if he 
only had eyes for one person And it was a guy. What an odd turn his life took. 


Izzy and Axl 


‘Ohmygod | wanna listen ta the radio now," Axl stumbled over to the radio and turned it on His face got still 
as he heard "Sweet Child 0: Mine" on the radio. He smiled stupidly, thinking of Slash. Ha, Axl thought, he's my 


sweet child. 


Izzy stared at the wall, it seemed to be moving, his mind was spinning with drunkedness. Axl plopped down next 


to him on the foot of the bed, resting his head on Izzy's shoulder and giggling at nothing in particular. 
"Wha? Wha you laughin’ at?" Izzy pushed, smiling at the singer's drunk face. 
"Nothing-" Axl said, carrying out the end of the word. 


"No, no you've been laughin and smilin all damn night, man. | wanna know what's so funny!" Izzy turned his neck 
and put his cheek on Axl's head. 


‘lm happy, Izzy, that's it!" Axl doubled over and laughed into his hands, making Izzy lose balance and fall onto 
the floor. Both men started laughing even louder. 


Suddenly, Izzy stopped laughing and his face got serious. "No, but no | know why you're so happy, Bill” Axl 


looked up at his old name being spoken. "It's cuz you love Slash." 
Axl's mouth dropped. "Dude, ohmygosh are you like a, like a mindreader?" 
"No, no Axl you're just real obvious. | can tell, I've known you for like, ever." 


"Are you hapy for me?" Axl said, trying to focus on Izzy's expression, but his face was spinning and Axl 


couldn't concentrate. He was still intensely drunk, as was Izzy. 
"No, stupid," Izzy said crossly. 


Axl slid onto the ground next to his friend. "Wha, but why don't you? Why not? Is it cuz’ | didn't tell you 


before?" 


"Axl, you stupid. Its cuz." he trailed off and looked into Axl's eyes. His mind was foggy, he only say the green 
emeralds of his friend's eyes, framed with orange lashes. "You're." he grunted. "I've loved you since we were 


kids." Izzy suddenly swifly pushed Axl to the ground and pressed his lips to Axts. 


The singer was shocked at first, but then succumbed, he was too drunk to think. He just went with it. He 
gripped Izzy's scraggly hair with one hand and stroked his perfect jawline with the other, hungrily kissing his 
best friend. Izzy stroked Axl's hair out of his face and gripped his scalp, pressing his face to his own, as if he 
couldn't kiss him enough. Axl groaned into Izzy's mouth, aware of how loud they were both being in the middle 


of the room. 

Suddenly, the door opened and there stood Slash, his mouth agape and his eyes wide. The two jolted up, 
disturbed by the sound of the door. When they saw the dark figure, Axl quickly stood up, only to fall back 
down again. He suddenly felt entirely sober. 


He opened his mouth, but couldn't form any words. 


"You fucking bastard," Slash growled through his teeth. He slammed the door, leaving the two men on the floor, 
completely dumbfounded. 


Angry 


Slash ran down the stairs, slightly tripping over his feet on every step. His mind was numb. 


He heard a door open loudly upstairs and the singer's voice calling down to him worriedly. Slash made a sharp 
turn and hid behind the door to the kitchen He watched through the crack as Axl came sprinting down the 


stairs with tears in his eyes. 


‘Slash? Slash where are you, l'm sorry!" The redhaired man's eyes looked frantic and scared. Slash bit his 
bottom lip in order to hold back the tears that were threatening to fall down his cheeks. 


Axl turned around and saw Izzy stummbling after him. He looked embarassed and upset, his checks and eyes 


were pink. 


"Axl- l'm, | didn't know what | was doing. l-" Axl cut him off as he swung his head around again and feverishly 
searched for Slash. Soon, he let out a stressed sigh and pushed the door open, letting the cold air stream into 


the lobby. Izzy slowly followed him, wiping his eyes dry in the process. 


Right when Izzy left the hotel, Slash came out from his hiding spot. Suddenly, the cold air hit Slash's face, he 
closed his eyes against it. His mind took him back to the night before when Axl left the window open. What a 
good night that was.. Just as soon as the thought came up, he shook his head to rid himself of the memory. 


Just as Izzy left, the two blondes came loudly into the hotel, stinking of Vodka and perfume. They suddenly 
stopped when they saw Slash's wet face. 


"Dude, what the fuck happened? Izzy and Axl are angry and you're upset? What happened?" Duff's face looked 
genuine. But Slash wasn't in the mood to talk about his relationship problems with the bassist. Steven stepped 
forward, brows furrowed. 


"Slash-" the drummer started. But Slash put up his hand and plastered a weak smile on his face. 


"IFs okay, it's nothing. Don't worry about it, boys." And with that, he headed back up to his room, picking up his 
Jack Daniel's from the table. 


eR 


"Axl, pease! You don't know how sorry | am, but | understand why you're mad at me. | just." Izzy had been 


pleading with Axl the whole way down the street. 


The singer swung around, his flaming red hair whipping over his shoulders. "I'm not fucking mad at youl" He 


hissed. "I'm mad at me." He turned around again as tears filled his eyes. "This is my fucking fault" 


"Billy, | am so sorry still," Izzy put his hand on Axl's shoulders. But the singer gently pulled his shoulder 
forward, freeing it from the guitarists grip. 


"How did he get so fucking far?" Axl said in a low voice. 

"Maybe he is back at the hotel?" Izzy suggested softly. 

Axl sighed again. “Fine, let's go back then" 

eR 

When Axl and Izzy arrived at the hotel again, they saw Steven and Duff whispering quietly. They saw Axl and 
ran over to him. Steven opened his mouth as if to ask what was going on. But Axl silenced him with a raised 


hand. 


The three men knew that that was Axl's |-don't-want-to-talk-about-it hand signal. They stood in the middle of 
the lobby and watched the singer as he climbed the stairs, fists clenching and unclenching. 


When he was out of sight, Duff broke the silence. "Iz, what happened with all of you?" 
Izzy glared at him. “Nothing, just fucking leave it alone" He stormed away, back to his room upstairs. 


Steven and Duff exchanged glances. "Why are we always out of the loop?" Duff questioned. 


Talk 


Axl quietly opened the door to the dark hotel room. He saw Slash lying on the bed, his empty bottle lying next 
to him. Axl frowned and walked over to the bed. He picked up the bottle and set it down on the bedside table. 
He then lifted the covers over Slash and got into the bed next to him, not taking his eyes off the guitarist in 


case he woke up. 


The singer wrapped his arms around Slash's upper arm and rested his head against his warm tattooed arm, 


falling asleep instantly. 


RRR 


When Axl woke up in the morning, he was alone. 


eK 
Slash sat on the chair in the lobby next to Steven who was babbling on about something or another, obviously 
trying to keep Slash happy. He appreciated the drummer's concern, but he couldn't think of anything besides 


Axl. He kept seeing the singer and Izzy. It was replaying over and over in his mind.. 


The sound of heavy booted footsteps were heard echoing in the hallway. That would be Axl, thought Slash as 
he got up to leave. But before he could walk away, Steven had hold of his arm. "Whatever this is, you need to 
address it" The drummer looked into his eyes sincerely. "I don't like to see you like this." Steven had known 


Slash since they were kids. Slash sighed, his best friend was right. But this will be hard. 


When Axl's face came into sight, his eyes lit up. "Slash!" He exclaimed in one breath. He was relieved to see 


that his friend hadn't left or yelled at him. Maybe they could talk this out. 


Slash said something to Steven who nodded and walked away, leaving the two standing awkwardly in front of one 


another. 


"Slash, you know that | was drunk and | didn't know what | was doing and | am so sorry," Axl blurted out 
quickly, ending the silence. 


Slash looked at him earnestly and frowned. "I just thought that even when trashed, you would have some 
feeling deep down that told you that what you were doing was wrong.” 


Axl looked at him pleadingly. Slash's brown eyes were troubled, as if a huge cloud just came and covered all of 
the affection of the morning before. 


"Slash | could barely see where | was going, | barely even remember what happened, | am so sorry!" He choked 


on the last words as a lump formed in his throat. 


"Well you were sober enough to have our song playing,” Slash asserted flatly. He averted his eyes from ÀAxl's, 


trying to hide the pain that he felt. 
"Slash, please-" Axl started. 


"Axl | don't think we should do this anymore, | thought that you were loyal, but | think we should.. Break up. | 
guess." Slash's eyes filled with tears, but he kept his face stern so that Axl knew that he was seriously hurt. 
He then turned and tried to walk away. 


Axl's eyes suddenly flamed up and he gripped Slash's wrist before he could leave. "I know how fucking cliche 
this sounds, Saul, but | fucking love you. You can't deny that we have a connection and we don't only have sex 
between us. Do you know how hard this is for me to say? I've never felt this way about anyone and | am not 
about to let it go and hope that | find someone half as amazing as you, you fucker!" Slash was taken aback, 
but Axl's face was red. He spun around and angrily sormed off. 


Answers 


Slash stood in the same spot for a good ten minutes, mouth slightly ajar and mind racing. Did Axl just say that 


he loves me? 
"He does care," Slash breathed. 


But how can! forgive him for what he did? What if he does it again? | don't know if | can keep getting hurt like 
this. 


| need fresh air. 


Slash walked mindlessly through the streets, past hookers, junkies, homeless people. But he didn't notice any of 
it. He kept thinking about Izzy. He needed to talk to Izzy. 


He paced back and forth on the sidewalk, debating whether or not to ask Izzy what happened. Axl and Izzy had 
been friends for a long time, who knows what their relationship was like before the band? Slash started to 
sweat, he was stressing himself out. He couldn't live without knowing now. He needed to make sure that this 


would never happen again, he needed to make sure that their drunken kiss was just one big drunken mistake. 


XEKE 

Izzy sat in his hotel room alone, idly strumming disjointed melodies on his guitar. His eyelids were heavy, and all 
he wanted to do was dissapear. He embarassed himself. So badly. He really fucked up this time. And now Slash 
probably hated him. And now Axl was uncomfortable around him. And he couldn't talk to Duff or Steven about 
this. 


Abruptly, he stood up and threw his guitar to the ground and ran to the door, virtually unable to control his 
body. He couldn't stand sitting there and thinking. He just wanted to dissapear. 


As he opened the door, he almost ran into Slash who had evidently been standing outside the door with a very 


pensive expression engulfing his face. 
"Slash," Izzy breathed, startled. 
"Uh, hey." Slash turned his head and scratched his ear slowly. "Can I," he nodded to the room. "Can | come in?" 


Izzy blinked. "Yeah, yeah of course." He opened the door and stepped backwards. Slash walked in and stared out 
the window. 


"Listen, Slash, please don't be mad at Axl because it was all my fault and you can be mad at me and -" Slash 
shook his head and placed his hand on Izzy's shoulder for a second and then retreated again. 


"No, I'm not mad at you. | don't think I'm mad at Axl either. | just want to know.. Why? What happened?" 


Izzy's gaze turned to the floor. He studied the lint trapped in the carpet. "Um, we were drunk. That's it." He 


looked up. "It was all a stupid mistake." 


Slash's expression softened and his eyes grew kind. "So you're saying that | can trust him, right? You have 


known him for longer than me." 
Izzy smiled half-heartedly. "Of course, he's loyal. Just keep an eye on him, | guess." 


Slash looked relieved to hear that. "I have to go talk to him now.’ He then drew Izzy into a short but caring 
hug. "Thank you, lz" He then walked out of Izzy's room, with a slight bounce to his step. 


Izzy stared at the door. He knew that he did the right thing. But why does he feel so shitty then? 


Making up 


Izzy gasped, inhaling all of the stale hotel air that he could. He felt lightheaded, even though all of the thoughts 


in his head seemed to weigh him down. 


He paced back and forth in his room, hoping to clear his mind of everything. All he kept thinking was that he 
should have lied to Slash. He should have gotten Slash mad at Axl. Then Izzy could finally be with him, that is 


what he's wanted for so long. 


"Don't be a dick," he hissed at himself, repressing the horrible thoughts. "I should be glad that they're happy 
together. They're two of my best friends.’ 


Just then, Duff and Steven came into the room. They were smiling and talking about how Axl and Slash were 
going to makeup and be happy for "ever and ever." (Those were Steven's words, of course.) It seemed that 


they were all caught up in the passed drama of the week. When they saw Izzy, Steven grinned. 


"Whatever you said to Slash really made him realize how much he needs Axll" Izzy plastered a fake smile on 


his face. Deep down, he felt malice rising up. 


žk% 


Axl hugged Slash tightly when the guitarist agreed to talk. Slash seemed less angry, his face was relaxed and 
placid. Like a sudden realization had come upon him. And it did. 


‘lm sorry about going off on you like that. But | knew from the start that there were bound to be problems 
in our relationship. Everyone has them. But | don't wanna give up on what we have, either." He blinked and 


glanced down at his feet before holding the singer's gaze again. "| love you too much to do that.” 


A smile completely consumed Axl's face and he repeated those three sacred words back to his partner. "I am 


just so sorry, and you know this will never happen again. | promise that it won't!" 


Slash grinned in response, taking the singer's hand in his. He stroked the pale hand slowly with his thumb. He 
then pulled Axl close to him and they kissed. A beautiful kiss. One of understanding. And love. They were finally 
a functional couple, Axl thought. He was so enthralled with the new turn of events, he couldn't stop smiling 
between kisses. 


RRR 


Izzy sat on a bench outside of the hotel. He couldn't breathe in his room with the bouncy and drunk blondes 
laughing and talking. He closed his eyes slowly and leaned his head back, releasing tension in his muscles. The 
guitarist placed his pointer and middle fingers on his temples. He gently rubbed, trying to relieve his mind of 
everything going through it. He then forced a grin 


I'm happy that they're together. I'm happy that they're together. I'm happy that they're together. He was 
continuously lying to himself, hoping that maybe he could trick himself into being glad. 


| thought that kissing Axl would make me feel better, but now | feel like shit. Bad, bad timing. He thought as he 
shook his head to himself. 


"Well there's nothing | can do now," he mumbled under his breath. Well, he said to himself, there IS always one 


thing that | could do.. 
But he whipped his head to the side to avoid thinking about the one thing that he really wanted to do. 
He could so easily break them up. 


Izzy growled slightly as the accursed dream popped into his mind again 


Plotting? 


He watched their smiling faces. Entranced. 


Slash and Axl sat on the ratty old couch, hand in hand, face to face. Izzy was standing off to the side, mentally 
fighting off the tears that were looming in the corners of his eyes. He sniffed quietly and walked away to 


Steven's room. Since Steve knew Slash since they were kids, maybe he could help. 


And.. Maybe not. When Izzy shuffled into the room, Steven was lying on his stomach in the bed next to two 
bottles of Jack. "Izzy!" He exclaimed. He pushed himself up dizzily and smiled. "Whas up, man?" 


Izzy couldn't help but laugh to himself. Steven was so funny when he was drunk, maybe he could still be a help. 
Izzy looked at him and spoke as if he was coping with a preschooler. "Hey, Stevie. I've got a question for you!" 


Steven sat up intently and nodded quickly. "Yeah?" He cocked his head a bit, blonde hair bouncing. 
"You know Slash and Axl, right? How are they?" 
Steven looked at the ceiling fan as if it was a foreign object. 


"Steven? Did you hear my question?" Izzy furrowed his brows, about to give up hope. But then Steven giggled 
loudly. 


"You know they're in love, Izzy!" He twiddled his fingers. "Slash was never good in relationships. He is too... Too. 


Um, what's that word?" 
"| don't know-" 


"Oh! Yeah he is too un.trustworthy. He can't trust people. He barely trustes me, hal" The drummer picked up 
an empty bottle and examined it thoroughly, looking through both ends. "This bottle is brown," he said matter- 
of-factly, 


"Good job, Steven So," he looked at the unsuspecting blonde, "what exactly makes it hard for him to trust 
people?" Izzy's stomach was in a knot and his face was hot. He wanted so desperately to just be able to walk 
away and not think about this ever again. But he couldn't tear himself away, he needed to know what made the 
guitarist tick. 


"Um," Steven swollowed. For a second, Izzy thought that the simple drummer was onto him. But he soon 
continued, "He had a girlfriend who cheated on him a few times. But she would always charm her way back into 
his, back to him." He scrunched his eyes shut and rubbed his head. "Can you get me Duff? Can you get Duff 


for me? | need some Vodka" 


Izzy looked at him with mild alarm. "I think you should take a rest, buddy. You've had enough." 
Steven frowned. "No but, no I'm not drunked. I'm not drunk Yet" He rolled onto his side and laughed hysterically. 


Izzy gave him a genuine half-smile. "Get some sleep, please." He pat the blonde curly hair on Steven's head and 


left him on the bed giggling. 


When Izzy closed the door behind him, he closed his eyes. This new information was rolling around in his mind, 


he played with it a bit. He thought up different situations. 


Hm, he thought to himself. We're halfway to pushing Slash's trust. He already caught Axl cheating once. | 


wonder how many more times will make him end it.. 


Just then, Slash jogged up the stairs. When he saw Izzy, he grinned. "Axl and | are good now, thank you Izzy. 
You're a true friend!" He slapped him playfully on the shoulder. 


Izzy looked up to him with guilt. As if he could read minds, Slash frowned. "Is something wrong?" He inquired. 


Izzy paused for a second and then shook his head. "Oh, Steven just has been drinking a lot, that's all. I'm a bit 


worried." 


Slash smiled thankfully. "Ill talk to him." And with that, the happy Slash was with his best friend. Probably 


discussing his newly succeeding relationship. 


